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styles himself Sacker of Cities and son of Laertes, may never
reach his home in Ithaca. But if he is destined to reach his native
land, to come once more to his own house and see his friends
again, let him come late, in evil plight, with all his comrades
dead, and when he is landed, by a foreign ship, let him find
trouble in his home."
' So Polyphemus prayed; and the god of the sable locks heard
his prayer- Then once again the Cyclops picked a boulder up -
bigger by far, this time - and hurled it with a swing, putting
such boundless force into his throw that the rock fell only just
astern of our blue-painted ship, missing the end of the steering-
oar by inches. The water heaved up as it plunged into the sea;
but the wave that it raised carried us on toward the farther
shore. And so we reached our island, where the rest of our good
ships were awaiting us in a body, while their crews sat round dis-
consolate and kept a constant watch for our return. Once there,
we beached our ship, jumped out on the shore, and unloaded
the Cyclops' sheep from the hold. We then divided our spoil so
that no one, as far as I could help it, should go short of his proper
share. But my comrades-in-arms did me the special honour,
when the sheep were distributed, of presenting me with the big
ram in addition. Him I sacrificed on the beach, burning slices
from his thighs as an offering to Zeus of the Black Clouds, the
Son ofCronos, who is lord of us all. But Zeus took no notice of
my sacrifice; his mind must already have been full of plans for
the destruction of all my gallant ships and of my trusty band.
(So the whole day long till sundown we sat and feasted on our
rich supply of meat washed down by mellow wine. When the
sun set and darkness fell, we lay down to sleep on the sea-shore.
But as soon as Dawn first showed her rosy fingers in the East, I
roused my men and ordered them to get on board and let the
hawsers go. Climbing in at once, they went to the benches,
sorted themselves out, and struck the grey water with their oars.
Thus we left the island and sailed on with heavy hearts, for the
joy we felt at our escape from death was tempered by grief

